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Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West Tenth Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
I sure am glad that you are still coming. I believe if you wrote now and said you couldn’t 
come down here, I’d go crazy because I sure am depending on it. It is just three weeks from 
today that you will be here. The big game will be over and I hope that we will be going to a 
dance that night. The sophomore class is going to give their dance Saturday night. We were 
depending on them to have a dance Thanksgiving, but they aren’t and we are going to have a 
class meeting Monday to decide. Do you want to go? Now don’t say yes just because I ask 
you, but if you want to go we will go. But remember that I am not much of a dancer. I 
haven’t been to any yet and don’t intend to go to any until Thanksgiving and only then if you 
want to go. I know you want to be with Ethel and I can’t ask them to go because they don’t 
go to the Institute. I can’t blame you for wanting to be with her. I know how it feels to be 
away from your best friend. 
 
Talking about being lonesome last Sunday, well I studied all day up until five o’clock and 
then John and I went walking. After supper, I studied some more. I don’t mind studying but 
sometimes it takes half an hour or more to get started and then I sure have to keep it up hard 
or my mind or what there is left of it surely wanders. Oh Gainor, I sure want to talk with you. 
I believe you understand me better than anyone else, and anyway just to have a heart to heart 
talk with some one who really cares, and I believe you do, though I may be mistaken, counts 
for a whole lot. Just to think about what I am up against, why shucks I am not worth a cent. 
 
Practically all of our officers have joined the Aviation Corps. John went down this afternoon 
and took his first physical examination. He has been teasing me ever since about being scared 
to join, etc. I won’t join that though. I don’t like it. There isn’t any fun flying around in the 
air. 
 
Yesterday, there was a big military parade here. It sure was good. 20,000 were supposed to e 
in it. I know it sure was long. We had to march down in formation, but that was all. I am glad 
to say. 
 
I saw Ethel. She was on her way to go up in the Gulf Building to see the parade. 
 
I have been wanting to write john and also Martha a letter, but I don’t think that I ever will 
get a chance. 
 



I should say the Xmas exams will be harder than the ones we just had. Those will be finals 
and a grand final to (sic) they are going to be for me. 
 
I know this letter is awful interesting, but honey I don’t know what the trouble is. I am just 
getting to be the biggest grouch. You know how I used to get this summer. Well, I am that 
way all the time now. 
 
Saturday, we play Southwestern. This is the last game we will get to see here until 
Thanksgiving. Oh yes, the A&M game is going to be played on our own field instead of at 
West End, where they played it the last two years. I sure am glad to (sic) because the field is 
so much prettier and things are better in general. 
 
It hasn’t been cold here hardly any, but I guess that it will get so. 
 
Oh yes, I got some of the best pictures of the Texas game. One just after we went over for the 
first touchdown. I’ll show them to you when you come down, so you see you just naturally 
have to come. 
 
Well, honey, I must study some French so I guess I had better give you a rest. Many, many 
thanks from John and I for the candy. It sure was good. 
 
With love, Otto 
 
P.S. Have you heard the piece of music, Joan of Arc or Over There? They sure are pretty. 


